
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



1812.] 



foelty. 



473 



THE PEACOCK'S LAMENT. 

CCCASJONED ay a PARerilT's NSGLEOT. 



E sable Rook, in this tall grove, 
mournine plumaire wears ; 



The sable Rook, in this tall gri 
His mourning plumage wears ; 

to silent grief, the pensive dove 
On yoader pine appears. 

For when the bland nutritious food 

The parent ceas'd to give ; 
Then death within the confines stood, 

And Peacock ceas'd to live ! 

The rigid Winter's frosty gales 

Have chill'd, the warbler's throats^ 

A gelid stillness now prevails 
O'er all their finest notes. 

But Winter hoar fly far away. 
And blooming spring abound ; 

Then this parterre will smile on day. 
And waft its odours round. 

O'er Peacock's long neglected grave. 
The -Spring's first flower's we'll spread ; 

The snow-drops and the crocus wave. 
In garlands round bis' bed. 

The Lark aloft on trembling wing 

Leads on the tuneful throng. 
The Thrush and jetty Blackbird sing 

The Peacock's requiem song! 



To trust the yet uncertain year ; 
Ah, haste to bless thy own, thy longing 
May. 

Did Winter, amorous of thy charms. 
Often step back at eve and morn 
To greet thee at thy favourite thorn, 

Ah ! how tboi^ shrunk within bit icy arms 1 

Too like the blooming maid — ^To-day 
Doom'd by cold Interest's command. 
To wrinkled age to yield that band 

plighted to rosy youtlj->now left to pine 
like May. 

But come, nor fear to spread thy green 
O'er thine own lawn;, and deck thy 

flowers. 
Then joyous stray amid thy bovers, 

Prest by thy constant May, with baad utt* 



IMPROMPTU. 

'-JH! impious Spain, who did at first 
Rip up Earth's very guts for gold, 

Now may you reck the deed accurst. 
Now ev'n yourselves are bought aotl 
soldi 

Proud Britons spurn your earthly ore ! 

With taxes high, and pockets light ! 
Borne on the car of C^edit, soar, 

Toke with stamped wings the buoyant 
kite. 



TO OEBBY, WHO MADE ME A PUUSE, 

VV ITH wondrous art and industry 
A favourite maid the tissue wove, 

" Thy money here lay up," said she, 
" Let nought engage thy heart but love," 

I took the gift, enclos'd my pelf. 

And drew the strings with nicest care : 

I came to see my stores — poor elf ! 
Alas, I found no money there. 

I own the magic of thy art. 

Ah, Debby, dear, the charm undo ; 
For how can any human heart 

Think of lus cash, and think of you ? 

S. 



ADDRESS TO SPRING. 

Come, gentle Spring," ah, come and 

stay, 
Thy timid buds and flow'rets fear 



SELECTED POETBT. 

PPITAPII ON BUTLER, THE ADTHOI( 
OF HUDIBRAS. 

IVrlttcH hy O'Brien., ani placid m 

Covent Garden Church, ivhert ButUr laat 
turicJ. It it undir a butt 0/ the Poet, tet up 
at the expente of tmu inhabitantt of tlm 
pariih, 

A. FEW plain men, to pomp and prid* 
unknown. 

O'er a poor bard have rais'd this humbl* 
stone. 

Whose wants alone his genius could sur- 
pass. 

Victim of zeal I the matchless Hudibras ! 

What, tho' fair freedom suffered in bi« 

P»ge, 
Reader, forgive the author — for the ago, 
How few, alas ! disdain to cringe and cant. 
When 'tis the mode to play the sycophant , 



